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Summary: Toothless dreamt they could grow old together, but only 
Hiccup knew the truth. As another year of his life passes him by. 
Hiccup thinks more and more about what precious little time he has 
left . 


1. Destinies 

**Welcome to my story. I hope you enjoy it, and please tell me what 
you think ! * * 
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><p>I wake up to a beautiful sunrise, and I know that today is going 
to be a good day.<p> 

It _is_ my birthday, after all. 

Opening my eyes further and taking in the scene, I see the sunrise 
streaking in through the skylight and reflecting from Toothless' 
scales; they look lustrous. I can see that he is still in a light 
slumber, but soon he will sense my alert state and wake also. 

I only get a small window each morning to see him sleeping like this. 
His head rests regally on his front paws, tongue slightly lolling out 
of a toothless mouth. He's curled up tightly to fit onto his podium, 
his wings curled around him and his red prosthetic poking out from 
underneath. I can sense his light breathing, and see his eyes 
fluttering back and forth under the closed lids. 

"Come on, bud. I know you're awake," I say. At this. Toothless stays 
still, pretending to doze. 


"You're not fooling anyone. Come on; don't you want to go flying 
today? " 



still nothing. I sigh, and look down to begin to get out of bed and 
suddenly a big pink tongue is in my face, trying to lick me to 
death . 

_Gotcha!_ Toothless says triumphantly, continuing to lick my face and 
torso. I'm now covered in dragon saliva, but it's happened so many 
times before I don't care anymore. 

Besides, it's got healing properties. And it reminds me every day of 
the bond we share . 

Toothless could have killed me a thousand times over in the time 
we've been together. But he's chosen not to. All the power that he 
wields, and he chooses not to use it on me. 

My trust in him is complete. I would lay down my life for him. 

But I think he would die for me long before that. 

A nudge and a jab in the ribs brings me back to reality, where 
Toothless jumps off my bed and prances eagerly around the small room, 
sending papers fluttering from my desk and onto the floor, and 
knocking over my chair. 

"Okay, okay. I'm coming. Let's go flying." I stretch and get myself 
up, but then Toothless decides that he doesn't want to let me on his 
back after all, and I have to chase him down the stairs and outside 
before admitting defeat. 

"You win. Toothless, " I yell up to Toothless, who is busy scrabbling 
for purchase on the roof of my house. My father's going to have to 
fix that again, I think absentmindedly , as some tiles come loose and 
fall to the floor, landing in the snow drift trying to run up the 
wall. It's a fine winter's morning, with the air crisp and clear, but 
bitterly cold. 

I guess that's what I get for having my birthday in the middle of 
winter. But, it could be worse. Last year, I got snowed in and I was 
stuck in the house with my father for days. I've never felt more 
awkward in my life. 

This year, I've got Toothless. He more than makes up for the 
snow . 

While I stand, shivering in my thin green woollen shirt and flying 
gear. Toothless finally decides that he's had enough of destroying 
our roof, and he wants to fly. 

_What are you waiting for? A written invitation?_ he says with a 
Toothless grin, standing proudly in front of me. I grin right back, 
and gracefully leap into the saddle and get my feet into the 
controls . 
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"Ready, bud?" Hiccup asks me, happiness evident in every syllable he 
speaks . 

_Always_, I reply, spreading my wings and launching us into the 
cloudless sky. 
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What an upside down life I've had so far. I get shot down by Hiccup, 
who decides to spare me, helps me to fly again and defeat the Queen. 

I went from hating humans, to creating a bond stronger than any 
others I have ever had with one. I guess it was our natures that 
brought us together; why he took pity on me that day. 

We're both outcasts, unwelcome in our respective species. We are 
intelligent and quick- witted. We are compassionate and 
caring . 

Buta€ 1 there's one thing that doesn't match. Hiccup lacks conviction- 
sometimes he does not have the strength of body or mind to carry 
something through to the end. Take the day in the woods as an 
example. He didn't have the will to carry out the deed. 

Of course, I'm glad I wasn't slain by him, but sometimes he needs to 
have confidence in his own thoughts and actions, and actually put 
them into practice. Sometimes he doesn't know the size of his 
genius . 

I know being humble, and unwilling to step into the spotlight is 
usually considered quite selfless, but I know that Hiccup can do 
better than most people he knows, and yet he chooses not to. He 
chooses to be the follower to a person with inferior ideas. 

Although I claim to know Hiccup inside out and back to front, this is 
the one part of his psyche that still vexes me. I justa€ 1 don't 
understand. Why? Why can't he face up to his own brilliance? 

I am, in my opinion, the complete antithesis of this. I will do 
anything, anything, and I will always give it my all and I will never 
stop until it is over. I will do anything. 

Especially for Hiccup. I would fly until after my wings were so weary 
I could feel the muscles and tendons screaming with the effort, and 
every rasping breath I took would feel like it was my last, my 
pounding heart ready to explode at any moment. If that's what he 
wanted, I would do it. If that's what it takes to keep him out of 
harm's way, then I will do it. 

I ' d die for him . 

If he got lost or injured one way or another, I'd go to the ends of 
the earth to find him or the cure that he needed. There is no other 
entity in the universe that matters more to me than that small, puny, 
brilliant boy. 

In a situation where most other humans would have chosen death, he 
chose life. And that's why I saved him from the inferno after the 
defeat of the Queen. I had to make that choice too, and I chose 
lif e . 

We both chose life. 

As we're flying through the sky right now, I can feel our inner 
flames connecting and surging upwards as they feed off one another, 
completely engulfing our souls and filling me with the utmost 



happiness and joy. 


_What do you want to do today ?_ I ask Hiccup, playfully diving down 
into the ice cold waters surrounding Berk as I do so. 

Hiccup gives a yell each time he gets soaked, coughing and 
spluttering as he swallows mouthful after mouthful of icy sea 
water . 

"Today? What do I want to do today? Well, I certainly didn't want to 
get soaked, that's for sure." His tone tells me that he's only being 
half serious. 

But I would have known that he was joking anyway. I can get away with 
basically anything. 

"I think I want to try some more tricks. But firsta€l can I dry off?" 
he asks . 

_Aw ! Can't you just let the wind dry you off?_ I reply cheekily, once 
again dipping my wingtip into the waves and flicking some spray at 
his face. 

"Toothless!" he scolds softly. I take no heed of this, instead 
sending a plasma blast out ahead. I can hear Hiccup's muffled oh, 
great as we near it . 

_Well, you wanted to dry off_, I say as we exit the other side of the 
fireball. _And that's the fastest way I know to do it. Can we do 
tricks now?_ There's a hint of impatience creeping into my 
tone . 

Above me. Hiccup is now fairly dry, but also a bit scorched. His 
previously green shirt is now slightly blackened in places, and his 
hair and eyebrows have a definite sense of singed. I can see his 
lopsided smile in the reflection from the water, and I laugh 
throat ily . 

_You look funny_, I chuckle. _I should do that more often_. At this 
point I am not, admittedly, concentrat ing particularly hard on our 
general direction, but neither of us notice nor care. 

"Glad you think so. How am I meant to explain this to my father? 'Oh, 
Toothless was trying to be helpful?' Somehow I don't think that will 
be a good justification for this ruined shirt." His silly high voice 
he uses to make fun of himself is piercing, and I find it 
irritating . 

I wish he could realise how he really brings himself down with all 
the sarcastic comments. I wish he could just show the same person he 
shows to me to everybody else around him. 

* * * * 

"Okay, Toothless. Time to disappear," I say, pushing my foot down and 
urging him upwards towards the sun, reminiscent of the time we fought 
the Red Death. The bright light is blinding, but the light warms my 
face slightly. There aren't any clouds to conceal our ascent, but 
with the glare of the sun I figure that nobody will be able to see us 
anyway. If there was actually anyone around to see us, that 



IS . 


Right now, I don't really know where we are, other than a really, 
really, long way from Berk. This is the best place for us. Isolated 
and free from any civilization. The perfect getaway. 

As we soar towards the stars we both let out a yell simultaneously. 
The wind is battering my torso, and I can barely see due to the sun 
overhead, but life can't get better than this. 

Some people say that family are the most important things in the 
world. I disagree. Family members have to associate with you because 
they have no choice. You can't choose your relations. 

But you can choose your friends. And the time I've spent with 
Toothless contains some of the most precious and valued memories I 
have. He's never given up on me, never given up trying to save me. I 
owe him my life many times over. 

My care for him is everlasting and unconditional. There can be no 
greater friend to me, now or in the future, than him. 

Without him, I would still be mocked and made fun of. Without him, I 
would still be the shame of my father and the humiliation of my 
tribe . 

Without him, I would not be who I am now. 
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We're surging up, higher and higher. At last Hiccup gives the signal 
to level off, and as I do so, an incredible vista surrounds me. The 
cloudless sky is a brilliant blue, almost luminescent in its 
brightness. The sea is the deepest blue, mottled with greens and 
purples in an amazing mosaic of colour. Every now and then a tiny 
white splash on the surface of the waves tells me that Scauldrons are 
frolicking in the waters. Up ahead, where the sea meets the sky, an 
island has pushed its way up, just peeking above the horizon. With my 
sharp eyes, I can see the evergreen colouring of the vast forest that 
covers what I can see of the island. 

Above me, I hear Hiccup gasp. _This is nothing. I've seen better than 
this_, I warble. At my words. Hiccup hits me gently on the 
side . 

"Seriously? Well, then maybe you should show me, " he says, a note of 
disbelief and challenge in his voice. 

_If you don't believe me, fine. I'll show you one right 
now ._ 

"You're on," Hiccup replies with a grin. I'm content to stay at this 
altitude and enjoy the view, but I adjust my course slightly so I can 
show him something even better, and flap my wings to gain some more 
speed . 

The locations of every place I've visited are locked into my brain 
using a process I can't even begin to comprehend. In my mind, I see a 
sort of... sphere. And I don't even need to think about the 
directions to places- it's almost like I've got a muscle memory for 



each place, and I don't even need to consciously correct my 
course . 

It doesn't get much better than this really. 

Well, not until I get us to somewhere with a better 
view . 

* * * * 

We've been flying for a fair while now. We had to dive down to the 
water to catch our lunch because we didn't expect to be staying out 
this long, but now we're back up in the solitary sky, the only beings 
in our own universe. 

So many times I've wanted to be able to just capture the moment, take 
a picture and store it somewhere forever. Because memories can fade 
and become tarnished, paper can rot and be destroyed, and eventually 
I will die and take all that I know with me. 

When I die, I want others to be able to share in my 
memories . 

Forever . 

I know that a lot of the memories I value most are shared with 
Toothless, because he is the most important thing in my life so far 
and I've shared so much with him. So many unforgettable 
memories . 

I've got so many memories already, and I know there are years more to 
come . 

But how many more years? How many more years do I have before I die? 
How many more years until I can't ride Toothless anymore? Life is so 
full of numbers, mostly insignificant, but I know that, as time goes 
by, the number that reveals how many summers I have lived through 
will become larger and more important, and more of an impediment to 
my life with Toothless. Because eventually my bones will be too 
frail, and my muscles too weak to ride, or to really do too much at 
all anymore. Unless I don't even make it to that point. 

So many times I've considered what will happen if Toothless doesn't 
catch me when I fall. If he's not there when I'm in danger and I need 
help. What will happen if a bit of fun goes wrong. I've thought about 
how much Toothless protects me, and I never give him anything in 
return. I'm too puny to protect him from anything. I know he'd 
sacrifice himself for me, but if he did I would be lost without him, 
and my soul would most probably follow his fairly quickly into the 
afterlife. Because I don't think I could survive without him. 

But... eventually. Toothless _is_ going to have to survive without 
me . 
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The sun is now starting its inevitable slide towards the horizon once 
again, signalling the end of another day. Our final destination is 
just coming into view now. 



_Almost there_, I say to Hiccup, pushing forward to try and gain some 
extra speed and make it before nightfall. Hiccup eagerly begins to 
look around; trying to find this mysterious paradise I have promised 
him . 

He won't see it from up here. 

I live for the moments when I see Hiccup happy like this. Occupied 
with searching for my beautiful landscape, his keen eyes searching 
the skies for anything resembling an incredible view. I just want us 
to be like this forever. I dream about how we're both going to grow 
old together, how one day we'll just live on a remote island, the two 
of us and nature at peace with one another. We'll help each other to 
get through the day, finding enough food to survive, and lighting a 
fire every night to stave off the cold that would set in fast to our 
ageing bones. 

I imagine Hiccup, his hands bony and his fingers gnarled and 
calloused, and I see his faltering steps as his legs, thinner than 
they are even now, support his weight. His prosthetic is old, rusting 
badly and in desperate need of repair. Every step he takes on it can 
be heard; a squeaking spring sees to that. He carries a staff, worn 
smooth with his hands and their constant grasp upon its surface. His 
once nut brown hair is now straggly and grey, and an unkempt beard 
sprouts from his chin. He has lost all care about his personal 
appearance. His clothes are loose and shapeless; what little 
definition he had during his prime has long since disappeared, but he 
has not bothered with new clothes. Maybe he thinks his life will be 
over so soon that it isn't worth the money. 

But where we are in my dreams, money doesn't matter anymore. There 
aren't any societies, no people. No judgements, no pressure. We can 
just be who we want to be. And it won't matter that we can't fly any 
more, either. We can just take solace in the thought that we're still 
there for each other, and we made the most of the time we had 
together to make all the memories for us to look fondly back on now. 
And one day, when our times come for us to leave this world, we will 
part from it together, as equals, and go hand in hand into the white 
darkness that will become our home for the rest of 
eternity . 

Together, past the end. 

It's our destiny. 
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><pXstrong>AN I will hopefully be writing more for this, but as to 
when... I have no idea.** 


2 . Dreams 

Night has fallen, just as we reach Toothless' promised paradise. He 
lands lightly on the spongy ground, and I, from long practice, slide 
smoothly off his back and stand to survey my surroundings. 

We've landed in a small basin on a tiny island in the middle of the 
ocean, but it's so lush and green. It's not like Berk, where the 
rough trees and hardy plants are dull and colourless. The grass is 



emerald green, healthy and spongy under my feet. The trees, far from 
being dull and rough, are full of colour and their leaves seem to 
sparkle in the moonlit sky. I can make out the occasional splash of 
delicate flowers, bursting their rainbows of colour all over the 
floor, and creating an incredible natural carpet softer than any I 
have felt before. At the centre of the basin is a lake. Its black 
depths contrast markedly with the soft ferns and vibrant colours of 
the surrounding foliage. It looks foreboding and deadly. The moon is 
reflected with perfect clarity on its mirror-like surface. Not a 
single fish or living creature has disturbed the peace of the 
pond . 

And it seems that we are the only living creatures to be disturbing 
the peace of the air in this hidden paradise. I feel almost like 
I'ma€l an intruder here. 

"Is this it?" I say to Toothless, secretly feeling rather 
impressed . 

_Not quite, _he replies. _But you'll have to wait until dawn for the 
best part, _he says mysteriously. _You'll be even more impressed than 
you are now. _A knowing smile lights up his face, and I know that 
I'll never be able to get the better of him when he can read me like 
a book. I grin in reply, and start to make my way over to the shade 
of one of the giant trees that surround the area. The long branches 
of the tree hang down, almost like vines. The leaves are so thick and 
lush that it's almost like walking through a curtain to the inner 
sanctum of the tree. When I let go of the branches, and the 
curtain-like leaves fall back into formation, blocking out some of 
the moonlight, but letting an eerie blue-green glow light up the 
secret world within the branches of the tree in this paradise. I've 
never experienced anything like it before. 

I thought that it was all about the view. What you can just see on 
the outside. But now I can see that I was wrong. It's all about what 
you can _feel._ What you can touch, and taste, and smell, and hear. 
What emotions the landscape makes you feel. I couldn't touch the sky 
earlier, but I can touch this scene now, and it makes me feel like 
I'm a part of something bigger, something more beautiful and 
wonderful than I can imagine. 

My world, I realise, is much bigger than just the isle of Berk. Now 
I've got Toothless, who will fly with me for the rest of time, we can 
explore and go wherever we want to go. Do what we want to do. We'll 
be the lawless outcasts, travelling and discovering at every new 
dawn, leaving others behind because we don't need anybody else in our 
lives. Free from rules, from traditions set down by our forebears. 
Alone in this worlda€ 1 yet together, and whole. 

As much as I love my father, and my tribe, and my village, I love 
Toothless more. He's not just a bottomless pit, where I can throw in 
all the emotions and care I want and then they never gets seen again. 
He takes it in, tries to help, is _always _there for me, even when 
nobody else has the courage to do that. He'll stop me from doing 
something stupid, he's a good enough friend to me to be able to tell 
me when I've made a mistake; he doesn't hide anything from me. 

So I try not to hide anything from him, either. When I'm with 
Toothless, I can finally shed my exterior bubble that protects me in 
society, keeping me distant enough that nobody can touch me, and be 



who I really am. In the company of somebody that I know will accept 
me for who I am, all the time. Toothless can take the good with the 
bad . 

I love the unique bond we share, because I am happy in the knowledge 
that nobody else has what I do . It's something special to me alone, 
something that I alone can possess and describe. The first part of my 
life that I've truly been a part of, and not in a bad way. I've been 
included, looked up to for advice, I've even given something back. 
It's so strong, it's almost like a tangible, touchable entity that 
exists between us. And sometimes, like now, I feel like I _can _touch 
it . 

I close my eyes and let my other senses drink in the splendour of 
this magical place. In my mind's eye, I see Toothless, with a 
pearlescent aura around him; it's our friendship, shielding him and 
protecting him; giving him life and boosting his inner flame. I reach 
out with my hand, see through and covered in an intense rainbow of 
colour, and touch the pearly mist surrounding the dark form. 

Instantly I feel a surge of power and heat, and I realise that this 
is what Toothless feels. He can feel the power in his muscles, the 
heat of his deadly flame, omnipresent and awesome. I bask in his 
glory for a moment, enjoying the feeling of joy and majesty surging 
through my veins and infusing my blood with a fiery passion. Even 
though I know this is all in my head, I'm imagining it all, it feels 
so _real _that I'm completely fooled. Until I open my eyes. 

To find Toothless standing there, his warm snout under my 
outstretched hand. And I know that everything I thought I imagined 
really happened. It was Toothless, creating those images in my mind, 
showing me his power and letting me glimpse what his true nature was. 
It was the ultimate display of trust and honesty. When you allow 
someone to see that deep into you, there is no way for your true self 
to hide behind anything. There's no superficial barrier protecting 
your true feelings. It's just you, the truth, and whoever you want to 
let into that sacred chamber. I feel so privileged that he allowed me 
there . 

Toothless opens his eyes as well, and when they meet mine, I see a 
new light in them. That experience has opened up another door into 
his self. And I can see it, from the outside. Slowly, the barriers 
are breaking down between us, the walls that once separated our souls 
crumbling away so we can be truly together. Eventually, there will be 
nothing separating us. We will be one. The line between man and 
beast, between dragon and human, forever blurred and indistinct. 
Nobody will know where one of us begins and the other ends; our souls 
will be so deeply interconnected that we will seem to the outside 
world like a single being, formed of two minds, but both minds 
thinking alike. 

_You should sleep. I'll wake you up when it's time for your big 
surprise, _ Toothless says, but I shake my head vehemently. 

"No. I want to stay up. All night. This placea€ 1 I might never get to 
see anything like this again, and I want to enjoy it while I can." I 
want to explore, and discover, and catalogue all that I can before we 
have to leave. 

_Well, why don't we stay here awhile then? _he suggests, tilting his 
head to one side. 



"Uma€ 1 well, it _is _my birthday. My father will be expecting me 
back. He's probably going mad about my absence." This is all true, 
but as I say these words I see how I really don't have the same 
conviction that I thought I would have whilst saying them. I realise 
I don't have the same amount of care for my father that I did half an 
hour ago. And I'd much rather spend my birthday here, with Toothless, 
even if I didn't get any big celebrations or gifts. Because Toothless 
is a present enough. 

_Consider this my birthday gift to you, then, _he says, turning 
around and pushing through the leaves again with a small rustling 
noise, causing the moonlight to stream in where the branches aren't 
in their normal position; the place where he once stood is now lit 
white, his black shape casting a shadow on the ground. It looks 
beautiful and fearsome. Then the branches fall back into place, and 
the moment is lost. 

I follow him out, blinking slightly as the moon is much brighter out 
of the shade of the long branches. Toothless' scales no longer appear 
black; they are a fiery spectrum of colour- deep purples, raging 
reds, iridescent indigos. He turns his eyes to me, another colour 
adding to the already rich rainbow. When he meets my eyes, so similar 
in colour to his, he gives me a Toothless grin and I grin right 
back . 

I don't want to let this moment go. I just want time to freeze, stuck 
on this night, this island, just Toothless and I. I want this to be 
the memory I think of as I die. The memory of a time when I was never 
happier, with my greatest friend in the world and the cool midnight 
air wrapping us in a blanket of peace and serenity. 

_Hold that thought, _Toothless interrupts. _You might want to think 
it again in a few hours' time._ His mysterious words intrigue me. 

I want to stay up all night and explore this wonderful place, but 
suddenly a great tiredness washes over me, and I realise that I will 
only be able to appreciate its true beauty when I am fully awake and 
alert . 

_Sleep, _Toothless says kindly. _I'll wake you up when it's time. 


I make my way back into the haven created by the strange tree, and 
lie down underneath its boughs. No sooner have I closed my eyes than 
I am enveloped in the dream world. 
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After Hiccup disappears, I look up at the moon and the stars. Every 
night they are born, and every morning they die. They don't try to 
fight their fate; they just accept it and repeat the cycle for many 
days and many nights. 

Indeed, life is like a doomed man heading along a river towards a 
fatal waterfall. He can choose to just let the current carry him over 
peacefully into death, go willingly into the arms of the gods, or he 
can paddle with the current and help Death's plight. Buta€ 1 there is 
another option. He can choose to fight the current, stroke against it 
with everything he's got, cling onto life for as long as he can. And 



at the end, he'll be scrabbling for any purchase on the few rocks as 
his legs dangle out above the precipice, trying to suck every last 
moment out of the time he has been given. 

I like to think that I will fight for all the time I have. It's the 
only way I can survive, really. I used to fight to get food for the 
Queen, I fought for my life before I realised Hiccup would never hurt 
me, and I fought for _his_ life when he tumbled from my back into the 
fiery inferno. But I also want to allow Death to take me peacefully 
when the time comes. I will fight it for as long as I can, but when I 
know it is my time, I will allow him to take me without any 
resistance. I don't want to have my last moments in this world spent 
fighting an enemy I know I can never triumph against. 

I may be the ruler of the Night, but I do not go gently into the 
morning like the moon and stars. I may be the offspring of Death 
itself, but one day he will have to take me himself, his own 
son . 

And I hope that, for each step of the journey up until then. Hiccup 
will be taking every one with me. 

The thought of Hiccup drags my legs unconsciously towards him. As I 
pass through the branches, he shifts slightly when the light hits his 
face, and I quickly move in to block out the moonlight. I don't want 
to disturb his sleep. His peace. 

Hiccup's eyes are closed, but I can see them darting from left to 
right beneath the lids. He starts shifting more and more, 
occasionally letting out a low moan. The peace that he had only a few 
moments ago has already dissipated, in its place a cruel 
nightmare . 

I can't bear to see him dream badly like this. I move closer to him, 
wrapping my wings around him in a shield. I summon all my inner flame 
and mental strength, and then place my paw gently on his 
shoulder . 

Instantly I see a ferocious fire blazing all around me. I am not 
fazed, since my hide is impervious to fire, but soon a humanlike form 
can be made out amidst the fiery heat. I realise that this is Hiccup, 
and this world is his nightmare. I feel a rush of emotions as I surge 
towards him, grabbing him firmly in my paws and, with a deft flap of 
my wings, lift him up and away from the inferno. Here, I don't need 
Hiccup's help to allow me to fly. My dream self is whole, and even 
more powerful than my real self. 

Hiccup starts screaming and scrabbling at my legs, trying to make me 
let go. His dream self doesn't realise that it's me, and I'm trying 
to help him. He's so wrapped up in his nightmare he thinks I am a 
nefarious being also, here to take him to a place worse than the one 
before. I keep ascending until we are high over the flames, so high 
that the heat from the fire cannot be felt. The flames themselves are 
little more than small smudges of orange and red at this altitude. 
Hiccup still beats at my legs, scratching and clawing with all his 
strength . 

_Hiccup, _I command. _Stop it. I'm trying to help. Trying to get you 
out of this nightmare_. 



At my words. Hiccup freezes in place and for the first time begins to 
comprehend what has grabbed him and taken him away from his bad 
dream. I can feel the world relaxing, filled less with fire and 
raging nightmares and more with calm thoughts and peaceful 
landscapes. Below us, the fire suddenly gets whisked into nothing, 
the ground below it becoming full and green as grass sprouts from the 
site of the inferno. All around me, colour is bleeding back into the 
sky, creating a kaleidoscope of shapes and shades. 

_Toothless? Is that really you? _Hiccup's questions are not spoken 
aloud, but I hear them in my mind with crystal clarity. 

_Yes, _I reply. 

_Howa€ 1 whya€ 1 whata€ 1 _Hiccup stumbles over his words as he tries to 
form a coherent question. 

_I saw you were having a bad dream. On the outside. So I came in here 
and saved you from it. _I dive back down towards the ground, which 
reaches my feet way quicker than I thought it would. But I guess in 
the dream world, anything is possible. I drop Hiccup gently onto the 
fresh grass, and he looks up at my impressive figure. 

_How did you get in here? _Hiccup asks, his face a frown of 
confusion . 

_The bond we share is not like any other between dragon and human. We 
have absolute trust in each other, and that means that I can do some 
things I have not been able to for a long time. I cannot remember a 
time when I last used these powers; maybe I have not ever used them, 
but somewhere in my subconscious I knew they were there and that it 
was the right time to use them. That you were the right person to use 
them with. _ 

With these words. Hiccup bounds up towards me, his body little more 
than a blur of green and brown, and ensconces me in the biggest hug I 
have ever received from him. 

_Thanks, bud, _he says. _This is the best thing you've ever done. _I 
frown in confusion. Surely many things I have done are better than 
this? I voice my thoughts to Hiccup, because in this dream world he 
cannot read them as easily as he can usually. 

_Buta€ 1 surely this can't be the best thing I've ever done for you? 
What about the time I saved you from the fire after the Queen was 
slain? Or when I saved you from that Nightmare in the arena? 

Or-_ 


_Toothless. _Hiccup's forceful word and soft hand on my snout stop my 
running thoughts instantly. _Those things _were _great things. But 
they were all in the mortal world. You saved my life because I was a 
good friend to you. _At this, I try and interrupt, but a sharp look 
from Hiccup silences me. _But you just dove into a dream, the content 
of which you had no knowledge of, selflessly, to try and save a great 
friend. To save a great friend from some bad thoughts. Not death, or 
permanent injury, but just a few bad thoughts. _That _is why this is 
the greatest thing you have ever done for me. _ 



><pXstrong>AN I hope you enjoyed the next instalment! As always, 
please tell me what you think, and hopefully I should be updating 
(something) soon.** 


3 . Dawn 

My body senses that it's time to wake up, so Hiccup doesn't miss the 
surprise . 

_Hey. We should be going. It's almost dawn._ My eyes flicker gently 
down to Hiccup, who has been lying contentedly by my side for many 
hours in his now- peaceful dream. The grass beneath our feet is a 
beautiful jade hue, and the trees are lush and at their fullest. 

It doesn't take much thought to guess where he got the inspiration 
for this scene from. 

A knowing smile crosses his face as he opens his eyes to meet mine, 
and we're suddenly transported out of his paradise and into another 
one. I shift from my position with my paw on his shoulder, my muscles 
stiff from remaining in that position for so long. I stretch my wings 
out fully, sticking the tips through the branches and into the 
rapidly lightening world outside. 

_Come on, quick. We're going to miss it!_ At my urgent words I nudge 
Hiccup with my snout, trying to get him to move faster. 

"Okay, okay, I'm coming. You're always so impatient in the mornings," 
he says, heaving himself to his feet and following me out from 
beneath the tree. Outside, there are a few pale smudges of colour 
just beginning to materialise where the sea meets the sky. Hiccup 
climbs onto my back and nudges open the tailfin, and I spread my 
wings and take to the sky. 

We don't have far to fly- just to the cliff edge, but time is of the 
essence and it's quicker and easier to get there by air. As I land 
gently on the cliff, just where the grass starts to thin and rock 
begins to take over, I see we are just in time for Hiccup's birthday 
surprise . 

He slides off my back, all the while leaving his eyes fixated on the 
horizon. The vista from this vantage point is pretty incredible all 
on its own, but it's about to become even more amazing. 

As we watch, the colours of the sky move from purples and blues, to 
oranges and pinks, creating swirls and patches of colour everywhere. 
It's almost like there's something there, behind the sky, painting 
different colours on for us to marvel at. 

"Wow. This is pretty impressive," Hiccup says, still staring. 

_You haven't seen anything yet. Just wait_, I say mysteriously, 
giving Hiccup a Toothless smile. 

We sit there for a few minutes longer, and then my real surprise 
begins. The sun just begins to peek out from behind the sea, casting 
a yellow glow over the waves. The shadows that were previously 
present on the sea are gradually banished as the sun rises higher and 
its light wins out over the darkness. The sun continues to rise. 



fairly quickly, and when more of it becomes visible suddenly the 
world is alive with colour and light, the sunlight bringing out a 
myriad of colours that were invisible before. The sky is now even 
brighter and more colourful than before; the sea is so many shades of 
blue and green that with each wave a new colour is mixed. 

I hear Hiccup gasp beside me, and I glance his way to see him gawking 
at the sunrise. 

Even by his lofty standards, I think I've set a new record for his 
best birthday present ever. 

"Okay. This is pretty cool." 

_Only pretty cool?_ 

"Fine. It's the best birthday present I've ever had. Really. Thank 
you." He stands up and pulls me into a quick hug, still staring at 
his present. 

_Yeah, it certainly seems that way,_ I say, inclining my head towards 
him . 

"No, really. I mean it. How can I prove to you that I really mean 
it?" 


_Nah, you don't need to. I'm a pretty good mind reader, remember ?_ I 
turn away from him, giving one last glance to the rising sun which 
has always signified a great new beginning to me (I wish that I could 
be like the sun sometimes- starting anew every day) , and begin to 
walk back down the cliff. Hiccup turns back to the sunrise one final 
time, then spins and hurries to catch me. He tries to sneak up behind 
me and leap onto my back, but I see him coming and jump out of the 
way before he can catch me. 

Landing face first in the dirt doesn't annoy him; in fact, it just 
reveals his playful nature even more. He gets to his feet and dusts 
himself off, grinning all the while. Then he stands still for a 
moment, regarding me curiously. I stare back, our green eyes locked 
in a battle of wills. 

_You can't win,_ I say. _I ' ve never lost a staring contest 
before ._ 

"Who said this was a staring contest?" Hiccup countered. At this, his 
gaze left mine, and he turned slightly and stared at something over 
my shoulder instead. 

_0h, come on. You think you'll fool me with that?_ I say 
incredulously . 

"D... d. . . d. . . dragon!" he finally manages to stutter, assuming a 
look of pure terror. 

_Yes, you have correctly surmised that I am a dragon. Well 
done ._ 

"No, _that_ dragon!" he cries, pointing behind me suddenly with a 
stiff arm. His apparent terror makes me believe for a moment that 
there really /is a dragon behind me; I whirl, only to find nothing 



but an outcropping of rock and a lone tree. Seconds later, I'm 
violently hit from behind by a small green object barrelling into 
me . 

"Gotcha!" is Hiccup's muffled cheer as he hugs me tightly. I incline 
my head towards his, wrapping my wings around him in my approximation 
of a hug. 

_0h, I knew there wasn't a dragon there, _ I reply breezily. 

"Yeah, right," replies Hiccup. 

_No, really, I didn't. But better to have turned and not find a 
dragon there than to have not turned and been attacked by a dragon, 
eh?_ 

"Uh . . . yeah . " 

_You did scare me, though. Making me think you were about to be 
attacked like that. I'm trying to protect you, and you're just being 
really exploitative of it all the time._ 

"Well, I didn't _tell_ you to be protective. You don't have to be. 

I'm a man now, right? I don't need protection." 

_But . . . without protection, what job would I need to do?_ 

"You know, for the smartest of the dragons, you really can be pretty 
dumb sometimes, " Hiccup says, which earns him a slap on the head from 
my tail. "Anyway," he continues, breaking away from me and walking 
backwards to get out of range of any further attacks (but who is he 
kidding- I can fly, remember?), "you're not just here to protect me. 
You're here because you're my friend, my best friend, and friends are 
always there, even if they don't need protecting. Sometimes we just 
want a fun conversation with someone we care about. You don't have to 
protect me all the time, you know. Sometimes it's better to just 
throw all that away and just be a friend." 

_You're my best friend too, you know_, I reply. 

"Yeah. I figured." 

_After all, if I didn't have you, how would I fly?_ 

"That's true. I guess you're stuck with me for a long time, then," 
Hiccup replies, almost cheekily. 

_Yep. But even if my tailfin somehow grew back, or if something 
worked out that meant I could fly on my own again, I wouldn't. It's 
true, I need you to fly. But I like needing you. I don't want to fly 
anywhere alone because if I do, you'll miss out on all the amazing 
memories I'd make. And an amazing memory means nothing to me if I 
cannot share it with you, Hiccup._ 

That sure sobered him up. I think he's speechless, which is unusual, 
since he almost always has a sarcastic reply for everything. I admire 
his confused face for a moment, the face which has given me so much 
joy, then I leap forward and knock him to the ground, covering him in 
my happy licks. 



Hiccup squirms underneath me, squealing and trying to wipe the saliva 
away, but I don't stop. "This is one of those times when I wish you 
didn't need me to fly," he says as he tries to push me off. 

_You don't wish that._ 

He stops struggling for a moment. I stop attacking him with my tongue 
too. "Yeah, I guess I don't wish that," he says, and that's my cue to 
start drenching him again. "It doesn't mean I want more licks!" he 
cries . 

_Well, you're getting some now. This is the second half of your 
present, _ I say. 

"What was wrong with the first half?" he asks, and I finally stop my 
barrage. Hiccup quickly scrambles to his feet, trying to wipe some of 
the moisture from his clothes. 

_Umm. . . it wasn't personal enough. The sun comes and goes every day, 
and we can't touch it or smell it or taste it. I can't literally 
/give you the sun, can I? So I had to give you something of my own 
instead ._ 

"Oh, no. You didn't need to give me that." At my questioning stare, 
he explains. "You really don't understand? You've already given me 
the greatest gift, and it'll last a lifetime. You've given me 
friendship, and friendship of the strongest kind, and that's a gift 
that will keep on giving past every birthday and through every 
winter. It'll last longer than your saliva on my clothes, at any 
rate . " 

I tilt my head, then turn quickly away and begin bounding back down 
the hill. Hiccup runs after me, stumbling and tripping as he runs 
unsteadily on his prosthetic, yelling for me to stop. 

After I realise he's given up yelling (and running), I turn back and 
go back to his heaving body collapsed on the floor, picking him up 
gently in my mouth and tossing him onto my back. He comes alive again 
instantly, locking his prosthetic into place and twitching the 
mechanism. The slight movement excites me, because I realise we're 
about to fly again. I spread my wings, but, instead of taking of 
normally, I run to the edge of the cliff instead. 

"Woah. No way," Hiccup says from up top. 

_Yes way_, I reply, launching us off the precipice. We fall for a 
short distance before I spread my wings and effortlessly soar back 
into the sky, riding on the wind. 

"You know, we could have done this before the running, " Hiccup half 
panted, half yelled. "It would have been easier!" 

I tilt my head slightly to acknowledge his remark, before tucking in 
my wings and darting down to the right, pulling up mere moments 
before a crash landing in the clearing and executing a perfect 
touchdown instead. 

Above me. Hiccup groans. "Aw. Why did that have to be so fast?" 


/It didn't have to be, I reply, launching us suddenly into the air 



once again. Hiccup whoops with joy, revelling in the wind rushing 
through his hair and battering his torso. 


As we fly, he makes minute adjustments to the tailfin, the motions so 
deeply ingrained into his body that he no longer considers them. 

There is no distance between us any longer. It is just us, human and 
dragon, but look at us from the outside and it's no longer clear 
where one ends and the other begins. We no longer consider how I am 
one being, and he is another; through our bonds, both physical and 
mental, we have become one. The line between human and dragon has 
been forever blurred by our friendship. We're so close, it's almost 
as if there was never any line to begin with. The mechanical body 
parts we share are testament to our devotion and bond with one 
another; Hiccup tore off my tailfin when he shot me down, but instead 
of killing me he befriended me and helped me to fly again; I, instead 
of letting Hiccup fall into the inferno and die, rushed in to save 
him, and his missing limb will forever be a testament to how much I 
saved, but how much I couldn't. Many people think I saved him because 
he saved me- and, in a way, they're right. Hiccup saved me from 
myself, and he gave me the gift of which I never thought I was 
worthy . 

Friendship . 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : I know, it's been forever since I've updated. But 
things have been happening recently, and everything's been changing, 
and some of it's inspired me to write this. I hope you enjoyed it, 
and I'd love to hear what you think.** 

**Also, to the guest reviewer if you read this- no, I don't have 
tumblr, sorry. ** 


4. Silence 

**I know, it's a short one. But I know I haven't updated anything in 
months. Everything's been a little crazy, but I've** **managed to get 
this up. Enjoy!** 

■jk" "jk" ■jk" 


><p>"Did you have to do it that way?" I ask as we set down once more. 
I quickly unclip my feet from the stirrups so that he can't fly on 
his own. The amazing vista still surrounds us, and I'm finding new 
aspects to marvel at with each new glance to the horizon. The once- 
pink sky is fading into blue and dusky grey, but there are still some 
hints of the colours of sunrise on the edge of the horizon. The fine 
line between sea and sky has not quite yet been erased; it seems that 
the sky and the sea are one at all times except for the moments when 
the sun rises and sets to disrupt the endless blue colours of the 
sky . <p> 

Toothless notices my movement s ._Great , it's nice to see that I'm so 
easy to_ _incapacitate_. 

"Yep," I say happily, sliding off his back. "Bet you wish you'd kept 
that mechanical tail I made you now." 



_Hmm. . . nah. I don't mind it that much. So what if I can't fly away 
from a fight? That would be cowardice anyway. _ 

"Running away isn't always the cowardly option," I point out. 
"Sometimes you've got to have the strength to admit you can't do 
something and run away from it." 

_I can't fly, but I don't run away from that. _ 

"Yeah, but you can fly. With me. And anyway, if you didn't need me 
then if you flew off one day I'd have to find a new mode of 
transport. I hate sailing." 

_Flying _is_ the best mode of transport, _ Toothless agrees. _But I 
might be a little biased. _I laugh, and Toothless gives me one of his 
trademark smiles. We've landed back by the dream tree (as I've now 
dubbed it) , soaking in the early morning rays as they spill over the 
ridge and give an amber sheen to the emerald foliage. 

"Thanks for bringing me here. It's... beautiful." 

_I knew you'd like it,_ he replies. His wing flips around crazily as 
he rolls onto his back to relish the refreshing feeling of the dewy 
grass on his rough scales. _Although I'm quite glad I brought you 
here too. The grass is so much softer here. _ 

"I didn't even know grass had different levels of softness." 

_0f course. The grass on Berk is so coarse and stiff; it's scratchy, 
horrible, and generally not great for rolling in. This stuff is thick 
and springy, like grass should be. I guess the winters aren't as 
harsh here_. He rolls around for a few moments more before flicking 
the dew on his wings at me. 

"Hey! What was that for?" 

_To clean off the dragon spit. _His wide eyes and innocent expression 
only serve to make my concession to his point occur all the more 
quickly . 

I sigh, and tiredly try to wipe a little of the moisture away. 
"Honestly, I don't know why I stick around with you when you do stuff 
like this ..." 

_Well, you must care an awful lot about me if you're willing to put 
up with my fishy dragon saliva and morning dew showers, _he points 
out. I go up to him and scratch him under his chin, his favourite 
spot. He rumbles appreciatively. 

"There's more to you than your vices. Much more." 

He sighs. _Nice to know._ A silence follows as I watch the sun lazily 
trail across the grass, eventually warming my back and drying both my 
clothes and the grass. Toothless is still now; he still relaxes in 
the dewy soft grass, but he has ceased his rolling. The stillness and 
silence add a peace to the world that, I think, many others do not 
have the opportunity to experience. Everyone else is always on the go 
all the time, forever moving, forever working. They never take a 
moment to just stand still and silently, and appreciate the world in 
its simplest form. 



I try to sit down silently, but the crackling of the grass and the 
creaking of my prosthetic betray my movements and shatter the 
silence. _Hey, you messed up the moment_! Toothless scolds me inside 
my head. 

I shrug my shoulders then, deciding that the broken silence is as 
irreparable as one's heart, say indignantly, "It's not my fault the 
grass made that noise!" 

_Yeah, but the squeaking noise was your fault, he points out. 


"That wasn't my fault either!" 

_Well, who else's leg was it then? _ 

"It's not my fault I'm stuck with... this," I say, gesturing to the 
metal and wood at the end of my left leg and looking at him somewhat 
accusingly . 

_Don't look at me! If it weren't for me, you probably wouldn't even 
be here_. 

"That would have been better... for all of us," I say quietly, but no 
words are safe from the hyper- sensitive ears of a Night 
Fury . 

_What_? 

"Oh, urn... nothing," I say breezily. 

_I know what you said. It wouldn't have been better. Did you actually 
think about me or your father when you said that? _ 

"No, but... it just would have been better-" 

_No, it wouldn't. Do you think about anyone except yourself? _he 
accuses . 

"You know I do!" I almost shout. 

_Well, then why would you say something like that? _ 

"Oh, you can talk. You didn't even let me consider this myself. You 
talked about the consequences for you, but what about me? What about 
my life?" I get to my feet, the prosthetic squeaking. "Damn this!" I 
shout, kicking the ground violently with my left leg. "You're so 
freaking selfish all the time, not thinking about me. Do you think I 
wanted this? Do you think I like it? Sure, I act all calm and 
everything like it's totally normal and okay, but inside do you 
really think I want to be like this for the rest of my life? I've 
spent my whole life trying to be _normal_, be a true part of the 
tribe, and as soon as I'm accepted there's an entry fee and I end up 
damaged. This isn't what I wanted out of this life. I'd rather die 
than-" 

_Hiccup, look out!_ But his warning comes too late. 

I'm falling, falling with my face up to the sun and blindingly 



bright. At least I won't be able to see what kills me. I can hear an 
ear- splitting noise, and it takes me a few seconds to realise that 
it's coming from my mouth; it's my scream of terror. I force my mouth 
to close and my scream to cease. It's happened, and I'm going to die. 
I told Toothless it's what I wanted, anyway. Maybe this is just the 
world's way of confirming my opinion. 

There's a silence now. It's almost... peaceful. I don't year anything 
now; my screams have subsided and my brain doesn't care to process 
the sound of the wind rushing by my ears. I'm in my own little world, 
and I feel a strange calmness about the proximity of my impending 
demise. I've always wanted to drift away in a sea of calm, my best 
friend by my side and a contented smile on my face. 

In a way, I guess, I got my wish. The sea (not at all calm) is 
all-too- willing to sweep me into it's calm embrace and bash me 
roughly against the rocks which it also harbours. 

The last thing I see before I close my eyes and wait for the end is a 
big black shape cutting through the white light of the sun. 


5 . Water 

_Hiccup, look out!_ I yell at him with my thoughts. My warning comes 
far too late; he stumbles soundlessly off the precipice and begins to 
fall . 

I knew I should have warned him earlier. I should have interrupted 
his speech and told him that he was backing towards something he 
didn't want to be backing towards. It would have been rude, but at 
least he would have lived to finish his angry tirade. 

Only he's not going to die. Not as long as I have breath in my body. 

I hear his scream subside and wonder if I am too late to save him. 
Even if I am, I can't just leave his body down there. I've got to get 
it now. 

I bound up to the precipice and launch myself off, tucking in my 
wings and shooting downwards. Hiccup's still falling, but I don't 
have long. I risk a flap of my wings to propel myself down more 
quickly; I don't know if I'm going to reach Hiccup in time. 

Time slows as the rocky water rushes up beneath the peaceful face of 
Hiccup. I'm approaching, but there's no way I can get him and fly him 
to safety in time. 

We both descend, my descent entirely intentional, his a cruel whim of 
fate. I feel the water splash up onto my onrushing face as Hiccup 
reaches the water first and collides with it at full speed. I think 
the choppy waves of the sea have helped cushion the blow somewhat, 
but he won't be alive for long in there. I tuck my wings and follow 
him in, shooting down below the surface and using my superior 
eyesight to pick him out in the blue- green gloom. He's drifting 
downwards, but not for long; a surge of current carries him upwards 
and towards the rocks which lie close to the cliff edge. It was only 
a miracle that he missed them the first time. 


I swim towards him as the current seems to pull him away at the last 
minute every time, using my wings to propel my streamlined body 



through the waves. A wave grabs the pair of us, and I'm smashed 
violently against the rocks. I see red in the water, and I hope that 
it is my own. But if I'm aching from that blow, I almost can't bear 
to think about what it's done to Hiccup. 

I catch sight of him once more through the roiling waters. He's limp 
and his eyes are still closed, but I've got plenty of hope. 

This time, I reach out with my wings and manage to wrap him up and 

pull him over. I nuzzle the top of his freezing head for a moment 
before clutching him tightly with my paws and surging upwards with my 
wings. I break the surface and try to get into the air, but of course 
I do not last long before I lose control and end up in the water once 
more. The tailfin is loosely flapping around, lost without the sure 
feet of Hiccup to guide it. 

And as it is lost, so am I. 

Now is one of those rare times that I wish I _did_ have the 

mechanical tailfin that Hiccup made for me but I destroyed. At least 

then I might actually be able to save him. I almost can't believe 
that the thing which I wanted back, on the grounds that not having it 
would lessen our bond and friendship, is the one thing which might 
tear our friendship apart. 

I don't know if Hiccup realised that I understood perfectly the 
reasons for his outburst. I'm in a position to understand him better 
than most, having lost my tribe and my freedom. I've often wondered 
what it would be like to be whole again, so that I weren't constantly 
reliant on some non- biological contraption to keep me in the skies. 
Things made of leather and metal are never as reliable as flesh as 
bone. Leather cracks, metal rusts; yet flesh and bone can last for 
seventy or eighty years and serve their masters perfectly well. 

I don't curse the fact that Hiccup shot me down that night of the 
raid; he's given me the most fun I've ever had, after all. I curse 
the fact that tailfins don't grow back. 

I keep my legs locked tightly around the limp figure as the frigid 
water batters us once more. I try and keep close to the surface, 
taking breaths where I can and trying to keep Hiccup out of the 
water . 

I can't keep this up for much longer. I have to find a place to get 
back onto the island. I just hope there's a beach somewhere that I 
can reach. 

Flapping my wings and breaking through the waves, I hover in the air 
trying to spot a place to swim over to. There's nothing, so I pick 
left as it looks a little more promising and I fly around the island 
as far as I can before I crash back into the waves. 

This tactic continues until I spot a sliver of white amidst the 
endless granite grey rocks of the sheer cliffs that surround the 
island. It's a beach, and it's not too far away now. Gathering my 
strength and making sure that Hiccup is still secure in my paws, I 
launch myself from the waves once more. A cool wind batters my body 
and tries to push me away from the shore, but my determination is 
more than a match for it. I surge forward, powering through the winds 
for a few moments until my tailfin fails me once more and I go diving 



down into the water. Thankfully, we've ended up only a short distance 
from the shore, so I use what's left of my tail and my wings to swim 
until I can touch the seabed. At this point, I gently transfer Hiccup 
from my paws to my mouth. I hold him gently by the shirt with my 
toothless gums. 

From there, it's only a short walk before I can drag myself up onto 
the scratchy sand and deposit the limp boy onto it. His eyes are 
still closed, and he's limp as a doll. I use my sensitive ears to 
lean close to his mouth; thank the gods that there is still the 
faintest sound of breath whispering into and out of his body. His 
soft auburn hair is plastered, soaking, to his scalp, and the smooth 
lines of his face are sliced through with regular cuts. Most of them 
are small but there's one deep laceration that runs down the side of 
his face, barely missing his right eye, and has sliced across his 
lips. A weak trickle of blood issues from this wound, and I lick 
gingerly at it . I taste the copper of my friend's lifeblood, and how 
it is slowly draining away. 

We're stuck, on this remote island full of nothingness days away from 
help, all because I wanted to show Hiccup a stupid sunrise. 

I don't know what to do. 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : I know this is a short one, but it's hard to write 
good and suspenseful chapters with just one conscious character. 
Because this is so short, I'm hoping to have the next chapter up 
soon, but in the meantime don't forget to let me know what you 
think ! * * 


6 . Wounds 

I look helplessly around the deserted beach, hoping against 
everything that somebody has followed us to this island. I can't even 
see any birds. The only things alive on this beach right now are me. 
Hiccup, and this tiny brown-shelled crab which is slowly dancing its 
strange sideways crawl up the wet packed sand. 

I look away from the landscape which is as desolate as my own hope is 
right about now, and back to the face of Hiccup. The clothes below 
his face are heavy with the water, and I realise that they're 
probably freezing cold too. Using my gums, I try to gently ease the 
heavy woollen vest from around his tiny shoulders. I manage to remove 
the garment, but succeed in rolling him over at the same time. His 
face is now pressed into the sand, so I quickly drop the vest and 
push him roughly over with my paw. His face reappears, the livid red 
laceration splitting his face now speckled with the yellow sand of 
the beach. I don't think that's good. 

Now that his vest is gone, I can see that the shirt underneath it is 
shredded in several places. The rough wool of his shirt, the colour 
of which is a perfect match for both my eyes and his, does not 
provide much protection from the deadly spears hidden under the 
surface of the sea. I use a single sharp claw to carefully slice the 
shirt away from his skin, being sure not to create any more gashes on 
his already wounded torso. 



The shirt falls away to reveal a tiny chest already covered in 
rapidly darkening bruises and shockingly bright cuts. The rocks have 
taken their toll on Hiccup, more than I feared. There are three or 
four dangerous- looking cuts that I can see, until I roll him over 
with my snout . 

His back is ten times worse. It's been shredded to ribbons, despite 
my efforts to keep him safely ensconced in my body whilst being 
battered by the waves. There are tens of deep slices running all the 
way down his back, and many of them still have gentle trails of blood 
spilling from them. I can't stay on the beach. 

I pick up the vest, what's left of the shirt, and finally Hiccup 
carefully in my mouth. Lifting them away from the sand, I walk 
towards the bulk of the island, my keen eyes spotting a narrow ledge 
that I can edge around to reach the top. 

I wish I had my tail back right now. Maybe then I wouldn't have such 
trouble getting up to the top of this godforsaken island and I might 

even be able to fly back to Berk and get help. I wish I had it, so 

that I could actually do the one thing that I've been striving to do 

ever since I met Hiccup- protect him from harm. And I was so stupid 

to think that making myself reliant on him would actually help me 
achieve this, because then I couldn't just go away. 

Now, I see everything so differently. I've never considered before 
now the consequences of not being able to fly without the one person 
I'm trying to protect. Although I guess I thought I was going to be 
able to prevent anything as bad as this from happening at all, so 
this would never have happened in my imagination anyway. I guess I 
never thought I'd _fail_ at my task. 

It takes me as long as the sun is in the sky to reach the top of the 

island once more. Even though it's getting dark, I'm not going to 

stop until I find the willow tree in the paradise clearing we dreamt 
under. If Hiccup's going to choose this moment to die, and leave all 
my dreams of a long and friendship- filled life under the waves which 
nearly took him from me only a few hours previously, then I want his 

life to end under that willow tree where we shared our dreams. I want 

his life to end in this paradise. 

The only things keeping my feet moving are my superior vision and the 
feeling of the quickly cooling Hiccup between my gums. The black sky 
has brought with it the dashing cold wind, and even my thick hide 
fails to completely protect me from its biting chill. I can barely 
bear to think about what Hiccup would be feeling right now, if he 
were still conscious. 

My feet travel quickly across the springy, mossy ground. The shapes 
of the looming shadows created by their similar trees look vaguely 
familiar to me. My memory of places and routes is almost flawless, so 
the sense of familiarity I feel right now indicates that I'm on the 
right track. 

Hiccup still dangles limply as my feet find the softest grass of our 
clearing. The moon is now at its zenith, lighting up the clearing 
with its peaceful yet eerie glow. I quickly find the tree and push 
through its branches, which hang from the boughs of the tree as 
limply as Hiccup hangs from my gums, to deposit the pale and scrawny 
boy by its exposed roots. 



I drape his shredded clothing over his body, then huff warm air over 
him to try and warm up his body. The barest puffs of steamy breath 
are visible in the frigid air above Hiccup's slightly parted lips. He 
looks impossibly pale, like there could never be any life inside his 
tiny body. 

And yet, there still is. I just hope that the rapidly dwindling flame 
within the body of my friend doesn't go out. I just hope that I can 
do _something_ to bring him back. 

I go out of the shelter of the willow to look for smaller saplings 
which I can easily slice with my claws. There are a couple growing in 
the shade of a weathered and aged oak tree, so I pull them out 
effortlessly and drag them back beneath the willow canopy. I arrange 
them in a rough circle shape, scorching the ground around with my 
fire to ensure that the fire does not spread beyond where I want it 
to. After I've done this I light the fire itself, blowing gently on 
the glowing branches to make the fire grow. 

It quickly builds to a decent size, the crackling and waves of warmth 
spreading a calmness through my bones. I check Hiccup's face once 
more, and in the light of the fire it seems a little less ashen. 
Remembering the wounds on his back I roll him over, exposing the cuts 
to the heat of the fire. 

Almost instantly the faintest groan emanates from the small body 
before me. I prick my ears, listening intently. 

* * * * 

_ Nngha€ 1 _ 

_Whaa€ 1 _ 

I can feel this strange heat on my back. It ' sa€ 1 
burning . 

"Nnnnngha€ 1 " I try to tell whatever it is to stop burning me, but my 
words come out as nothing more than an unintelligible 
groan . 

_Hiccup? Hiccup?_ I recognize the voice as that of 
Toothless . 

_Tootha€ 1 Toothless ?_ I don't have the energy to communicate with 
spoken words, so I try to think what I want to say instead. 

_Are you okay?_ 

_ A little warm._ With this, I try to crack my eyes open a little. I 
can just catch a glimpse of an orange glow from the corner of my eye; 
other than that, there's a wall of leaves and a sea of green carpet 
lying in view. 

_Hang on. I'll fix that,_ Toothless says, and a few seconds later 
pain explodes throughout my body. 

This time, I can hear my scream. Instantly Toothless releases his 
hold on me and I fall to the ground. Stars burst in my vision as the 



black blocks out the orange from my peripheral view. Waves of agony 
crash over me like an endless sea in a raging storm. My eyes are wide 
now, and I'm gasping for every last breath of air as my throat 
doesn't seem to let my lungs get the air they need. 

It takes a few minutes for my body to calm down, and when it does the 
pain still ebbs vaguely all around me. It doesn't feel anywhere 
specific right now; my body is just one huge centre of hurt. 

_Are you okay?_ an anxious voice warbles nearby. 

"Yeah, " I manage to breathe out, but despite my positive words my 
voice is laced with pain. 

_I didn't mean to drop you,_ he apologises. 

"Ia€l know." I take a deep breath. "Just give mea€ 1 a 
minutea€ 1 " 

_How did I hurt you?_ Toothless asks. 

"Not surea€ 1 yet. I'm going toa€ 1 try and move ina€ 1 a moment." 
Interminable moments pass while my breaths come more easily and the 
fire does not seem to sear me as it did before. Toothless watches me 

silently, his ageless face creased with concern. 

"I think I'm going to move now," I croak. My throat seems parched; I 

can't remember the last time water passed by my dry lips. 

Slowly, I twitch my arms upwards. The muscles ache a little, but 
nothing too painful. Moving my left arm down towards the ground, I 
try to use it to help myself up into a sitting position. As I 
increase the weight on my hand the pain escalates, until my arm 
buckles suddenly with a crack and a stab of pain shoots up to my 
shoulder. I fall heavily, my side hitting the ground first and 
sending supernovae of agony through my head. I come dangerously close 
to passing out, but I manage to hold onto my consciousness by forcing 
my eyes to focus on a single blade of the grassy carpet surrounding 
me . 

When the fringing blackness at last retreats, I tell Toothless to sit 
me up. "I don't know what I've done to my side, but I'm not sitting 
up without your help." 

_Are you sure? You don't look too steadya€l_ 

"I'll be fine. I've got to get up at some point, 
right ? " 

_But-_ 

"Please. Just help me." I can hear Toothless' audible sigh, before 
his nose begins to gently nudge my back. I feel the ground leave my 
side, which is strangely no longer covered in my green shirt, and my 
view shifts as my body comes upright. I try hard to ignore the 
none-too-subt le stabs of pain from my hand and my side. 


When I finally make it upright I let out a gentle sigh of relief 
stopping sharply as my side protests. 



_Feeling okay?_ Toothless asks. 

"My side's hurting," I say, looking down. It's heavily bruised, but 
the pain I feel is more than for simple bruising. "I think it's worse 
than a bruise under there." 

_And your hand?_ At this, I gingerly try to lift my arm. My heavy 
hand protests vehemently, and so I give up and resort to examining it 
from a distance instead. It doesn't look bruised or damaged, but when 
I ignore the pain and try to lift it the wrist lifts but the hand 
does not follow naturally. My wrist bends in a way it shouldn't, and 
my hand hangs limply from the end. 

"Broken," I say despondently. "We're not going to be getting out of 
here for a while." 

■jk" ■jk" ■jk" 


><pXstrong>AN : This was not really the direction I expected this 
story to take, so this is all completely unplanned, but I hope you're 
enjoying this nonetheless. ** 


End 
f ile . 



